BOOKED FOR LIFE 

It makes me happy 
to look at bookshelves. 
| forget which books 
are mine or yours. 

| forget that | am 
yours. Pages are 
blank until we open. 
When your cover 

is off, it’s still a bit 
of a mystery to read 
you. Am | a never- 
ending novel? Are 
you a collection of 
stories? Am | an 
amateur writer? 

Are we prose? 

The smell of a 
basement book 

sale, the wilting 

of attic journals, 

the smearing of 
subway poems, 

does it all culminate, 
somewhere that 

we can go and 
retrieve them, 

like inside dogs? 

Or, are we outside 
cats? Which raindrop 
are you in the rivers 
which roll down the 
side of the road in my 
nowhere neighborhood? 


